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Eisman: Fidelity

The CAT ARCHED his back under the woman's stroking fingers. He
turned and brushed his whiskers against the edge of her hand, first one cheek
and then the other, deliberately, rhythmically. Holding his stiff legged stance,
he lifted his head high and offered to her the privilege of gendy caressing
his delicate throat. As her fingers knowingly probed the,sensitive areas around
the ears and at the base of the skull, his eyelids drooped and his red tongue
protruded ever so slighdy, lending a touch of the ridiculous to his splendid
sensuality. As if to mock his own display of affection he suddenly collapsed,
rolling over on his back, front paws kneading the air.
"Rufus, you clown!" the woman laughed. Leaning oven she ran one
)
finger lightly over the tawny chest and
belly. There it was again-the crazily swirlFidelity
ing lights, blinking, glowing, mercifully
a story
cut off at last as by the closing of a camera
shutter. Her hands, reaching frantically for
something stable, clutched the edges of the
low hassock upon which she sat. She gasped
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and held her breath, eyes closed tightly.
_ Cautiously she lifted her head and held it
. erect on the rigid column of her neck. She
exhaled with a sigh and opened her eyes. The room had settled back in pl~ce.
"Postural vertigo" Dr. Jim had called it. Sheer hell and damnation was more
descriptive. And the momentary abject helplessness it induced was terrifying.
She sat motionless except for her eyes moving slowly from object to object
in the room, seeking reassurance in their immobility.
The cat, unnerved by the woman's sudden distress, had jumped to the
windowsill. His composure quickly regained, he was placidly washing, his
nimble tongue and paws combining to polish each hair until it was a tiny
gleaming shaft. At last, his grooming finished, he sat quietly, tail neatly curled
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around paws, eyes closed, somnolent. The sun slanting through the glass made
a nimbus about his form, blurring his outline,and blending within his red gold
coat.
The·woman stirred and rose slowly from the low seat She held her head
carefully erect as she crossed the room and went through the doorway into
the haU. Still holding her head as motionless as possible she sat down to dial
the telephone. She leaned back slightly, away from the instrument, so that her
downcast eyes could find the numbers.
"Miss Parish? Marcia Hudson. Is Dr. Jim there?
"Would he have a few minutes to talk to me?
"Tqank you, dear.
"Jim?/It happened again !
"Yes. Just a few minutes ago.
''No, no; I didn't fall. But I never know when it will happen.. I've had no
trouble for almost two weeks-and now this.
"I was just sitting on the hassock petting Rufus. 1 couldn't even have fallen
very far. But it's so sickening anp frightening.
"Well, I didn't expect it to last this long. Six weeks! For six weeks it seems
that all I've done is to concentrate on keeping my head level!
"It does? Tllat long? Oh, heavens! I'd better stop complaining, hadn't I?
"No. Dan won't be home until the end of the week. 1 don't mind being
here alone. Besides, I have Rufus to keep me from being lonely.
"No, Jim, I'd qther stay here. Jane asked me yesterday to go over there
for a few days. Frankly, the boys are too noisy, even if they are my nephews.
I'm more comfortable at home. If I weren't here, who would look after Rufus?
"Oh, hush. I know how you feel about him, but I won't take your office
time to talk about cats. He just doesn't eat if Dan or 1 aren't here, no matter
who else may give him his food.
"Well, then I'm silly. Really, Jim, I am all right now. I just panicked a
little. But if you say this takes more time to clear up, I'll try to be more patient.
I'm sorry to be such a child.
"Thank you, Jim. You're a dear."
The woman/returned to the living room. She chose a high-backed chair
to support her head in a comfortable position and swung her feet up on the
hassock. Her face was pale with fatigue and strain. She closed her eyes and
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slept, head upright to avoid any repetition of the swirling giddiness so recently
experienced.
The cat stood up and stretched, no longer warmed by the sun which had
retreated from the windowsill. He placed both front feet on the wall below
the sill and let himself down quietly upon the carpeted floor. A few dainty
steps took him to the chair where the woman dozed. He bounded lightly into
her lap and stood loaking into her face. Her eyes opened. She strQked the soft
fur between his eyes. He purred and settled down in her lap. Both slept.
Uncqmfortable with her long held burden, the woman changed her posi- ,
tion. To show his disapproval the cat jumped heavily to the floor.
"Oh, come on. I didn't mean to disturb you. Come, come." She patted
her thigh invitingly. The cat turned his head, looked at her meaningfully and •
stalked toward the kitchen.
\
"Time to eat?" She raised her arms overhead, lifted her hips slightly
from the cushioned seat, tightened the leg muscles, arid yawned luxuriously.
Suddenly she relaxed. Now fully awake, she turned her head tentatively from
side to side. She tilted it experiment3lly, left~ then right, forward, then backward to look up at the ceiling. Nothing! Nothing! Thank God. It was hard to
reconcile those fleeting moments of imbalance with her customary well being.
The cat sat watching her from the doorway. At last, when she rose to her
feet, he turned and took up his station at the refrigerator. While she measured
food into his dish, waiting for the milk. on the burner to warm, he paced back
and forth beside her. He leaned against her legs, his tail teasing the hem of her
skirt. When the dish was placed on the floor he sauntered over to it, sniffed
and lightly tasted. He moved to the outside doo\r and tossed a glance over his
shoulder.
"Out, so soon?" the woman asked. "Eat your supper first."
There was a great nervous twitching of the tail.
"Well, all right, if you must I" She opened the door. "Tyrant IP
The cat stepped· forward quickly then stopped at the threshold. The
woman touched him lightly with her pointed shoe.
"In or out, in or out. Make up your mind."
The air was crisp in spite of the bright sunshine. She leaned over, touching
his rump lightly to push him over the sill. A galaxy of lights veered wildly
and she pitched head first through the doorway, striking the stone step. The
blackness descended mercifully, conclusively.

\.
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A woman sat on a low. stone wall bordering a terrace. The vigor of the
bright October day was enhanced by the sun's une~pected warmth. She turned
her head at a slight sound and saw a great red-gold cat sitting on the wall
nearby.,
''Wdcome! Back again? I haven't seen you for a while." Her low voice
offered companionship.
She extended her hand, palm upward, and waited for the cat to make
his decision. He went toward her, reached his nose to her fingers and let her
t0l;lch him. The cat arched his back under the w01llan's stroking fingers. He
wrned and brushed'his whiskers against the edge of her hand, first one cheek
and then the other, deliberatdy, rhythmically.

/

/

All passes. Art alone
Enduring, stays with us.
-The bust outlasts the throne,
The coin, Tiberius.
-GoETHE.
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